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when the announcement of the arrival of the foreign
Sovereigns (Eussia and Prussia) set all the metropolis in a
ferment. I galloped out with many others to Shooter's Hill
to see the Emperor Alexander in his little droschke, with
his bearded Buss on the box, and certes, though there was
no state reception, he was heartily cheered, escorted by a
joyous cavalcade of well-mounted English gentlemen.

"It being announced that the Eegent would visit the
Opera accompanied by his imperial and royal guests, every
cranny was bespoke, and I got a good central post in the
pit; for in those days there were no stalls (and no shopboys
and tradesmen ever went to the pit then). The reception of
their Majesties was of course most enthusiastic. They were
really welcomed as our liberators from Gallic tyranny.

" Suddenly there arose a sort of semi-applause, followed
by murmurs, with some disturbance. It was the Princess of
Wales, who had just entered a box directly facing that of
the Eegent, and, as if she came to defy him and try her own
strength, she came forward in her hat and feathers to show
herself. A few cries were got up for her, amidst loud mur-
muring at this unseemly attempt to disturb unanimity on
such an occasion.

" Then it was that the Eegent, on whose countenance I
had my eye fixed, rose, and taking the Emperor and King
on his right and left hands, advanced gracefully to the front
of the royal box, the three personages bowing three times to
the audience. The appeal was electric : the roar of applause
lasted for minutes, and the Princess was so discomfited that
she no more showed in the front of her box during the
evening, and retired soon to her petit souper and her
clique."times fixed nie with his fierce grey eyes and bushy
